TRAVEL-DIARY

expeditions we looked out of the window to see a beggar
rolling on the ground and roaring as though in fearful
pain. The Englishman, he yelled, had stolen his spirit and
put it into his little box. He wanted five dollars compen-
sation. We were both rather alarmed by this new form of
blackmail, but the onlookers seemed to be on our side.
They merely laughed.

April 13

"We reached Loyang at noon. Chiang came to tell us
that we should stay here six hours in order to reach
Cheng-chow at the correct time. The train would leave at
exactly twenty-five minutes past six. 'Rubbish!' said
Auden. 'I bet you a dollar it doesn't!' Chiang smiled
blandly.

Chiang and I went into the town during the afternoon.
I wanted to buy a tea-pot as a present to an English
friend. We examined hundreds. The heat was stifling.
Later we drank tea, and Chiang told me about his wife
and children. They are still in Nanking, and apparently
quite safe, though he hasn't had news of them for some
time. Chiang himself fled from Nanking before the
Japanese occupation; he was afraid of being conscripted
for forced labour. It must be said for him that he really
is eager to improve his English. Nearly every day he
brings us a list of words which he has heard us use and
wishes to have explained. This afternoon he was particu-
larly anxious to know how to describe his job. After we
had exhaustively discussed the meanings of 'interpreter9,
Valet', 'servant', 'butler', 'major-domo', 'steward', 'guide',
and 'travelling-companion', Chiang decided that Valet9
was the most suitable and the nicest of all.

The train started at 6.25, to the minute. Auden handed
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